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Preface
I’m at my best when I’m scavenging. Someone once called me Eagle Eyes. It’s a good asset for
beachcombing, dumpster diving, spotting insects in dusty corners. In the winter of 2021–2022,
at Dead Horse Bay in Brooklyn, New York, I picked up bones. Vertebrae mostly. I wasn’t looking
for them at first. The first one found me. Then I kept looking. When the beach was empty, I sang
to the bones to summon them. This did not always work.

Dead Horse Bay was coined as such in the 1850s. Glue and fertilizer factories on nearby Barren
Island dumped the remains of horses and other animals into the ocean, and a particular pattern
of ocean currents led them all to the bay. These currents continue to spit out a century’s worth of
human detritus onto the shore: Prohibition-era liquor bottles, weathered shoes, bricks, plastic
toys. It’s a cemetery of refuse that refuses to be buried. The objects cling to each other; they mix
with the driftwood, the seashells and the seaweed. After decades of saltwater gnawing away at
a leather shoe, it becomes something else entirely. Walking along that shore is a melancholic
thrill.

Over the course of 2020, the National Parks Service found radiation at the bay. It turns out that
two old deck markers, glowing disks once used on Navy ships, were leaking radium-226.
There’s a clean-up planned, and a sign at the start of the beach path that indicates danger, but
it’s vague. It doesn’t seem like they’re trying very hard to keep us scavengers away, so I, and
others, have kept going. Surrounded by dead things, I feel alive on this beach. I’m focused.
Looking. It may be that I’m experiencing a version of what Franco “Bifo” Berardi mused might
occur at the start of the Covid-19 pandemic in March 2020, “the return of mortality as the
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defining feature of human life.” Death, he wrote, “is back at the center of the landscape: the long
denied mortality that makes humans alive.”1

Some people equate Dead Horse Bay to a time capsule, but I’m not so sure. I believe part of
what keeps drawing me back to the site, radium and all, is that you can encounter the world
there as it really is, right now, and likely forever: It’s a mess. Our shit is everywhere, touching
everything. But there are treasures to be found.

It’s this image and experience of the bay that I’ve elected as a guide as I wrote these pages. I
have written without an outline, the way one walks along a shore. I found the connections as I
went, the places where the seaweed fuses with the shoe. To my left, and then to my right on the
way back, there’s an ocean, the great subconscious of the planet, full of things and places I’ll
never access or understand. It can only spit out so much onto the shore, just as I can only fit so
many words here, in my head and on these pages. What follows is one entangled collection of
ideas, many from others, some of them mine, though really the question of origins starts to
dissolve once the saltwater gets to gnawing. It’s an entangled collection of ideas that will have
fused together at a specific point in time. It might get reorganized tomorrow. The next high tide
at Dead Horse Bay hits at 9:18 PM tonight.

Crown Heights, Brooklyn,
Sunday, May 1, 2022

1

Berardi, Franco “Bifo.” “Beyond the Breakdown: Three Meditations on a Possible Aftermath,” e-flux conversations,
March 31, 2020,
https://conversations.e-flux.com/t/beyond-the-breakdown-three-meditations-on-a-possible-aftermath-by-franco-bifo-be
rardi/9727
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Figure 1. An entanglement of items at Dead Horse Bay, including the fragments of phone books, a dead
crab, a shoe, and a whelk’s egg case. Taken by the author Wednesday, April 27, 2022.
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Driftbone

I am starting this on a Thursday in January 2022. Surely minutes will have passed by the time I
reach the end of this paragraph. I am typing on a nine-year-old silver laptop, which was left by a
cracked window all morning, so the metal upon which I rest my palms is a jolt of cold. Inside this
room I can hear the low, steady hum of electricity, the wind outside, cars and sirens passing by.
The fingers of my left hand are sore from studio activities from the days before, especially the
ring finger. I have a small cut on the base knuckle of this finger, which is brought to my
consciousness as the unhealed skin stretches with each click of the keyboard. A quick trip to
Wikipedia tells me that the many names for this fourth finger reflect ancient beliefs that it is a
magical finger, and that in numerous languages it is called “nameless.” The metal casing of my
computer, the outer skin that connects with mine, has gotten warmer now.

Clarice Lispector published The Passion According to G.H. in 1964. Her words reach me by way
of Idra Novey’s 2012 English translation of the original Brazilian Portuguese text:
I have to the extent I designate—and this is the splendor of having a language.
But I have much more to the extent I cannot designate. Reality is the raw
material, language is the way I go in search of it—and the way I do not find it.
But—I return with the unsayable. The unsayable can only be given to me through
the failure of my language. Only when the construction fails, can I obtain what it
could not achieve.2
This seems like a good place to start: knowing that this exercise in language will fail, but the
failure is worthwhile.

~

2

Lispector, Clarice. The Passion According to G.H. Translated by Idra Novey (United Kingdom: Penguin Books
Limited, 2017), 186.
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The work in my thesis exhibition began with grief. Or rather, it was the sequel to a great
confluence of griefs, both personal and collective, from the small to the unthinkably
large, from chronic illness and pain within the perimeter of my body, to mass extinction
on a planetary scale.

Some time in early 2020, during a particularly bad spate of wildfires, I caught the roach. In my
native French, the expression avoir le cafard (literally “to have the roach”) is to feel low, to be
blue. You can have the roach or you can suddenly catch the roach; the roach can chase you;
the roach can last only a day; eventually you can come out of the roach. The expression is
deeply ingrained in memories of my childhood, and today I have a paralyzing phobia of the real
insects, imagining any encounter as the harbinger of difficult days to come. The bigger the
roach, the more I worry.

Baudelaire was the first to speak of cockroaches figuratively in Les Fleurs du Mal (Flowers of
Evil), published in 1857. Shortly thereafter, in the late 19th century, the meaning of the
expression took a brief detour within the singular context of the French Foreign Legion. The
Legion, created in the 1830s to allow non-French nationals to serve the country’s imperial
ambitions, sent its soldiers to fight overseas, to occupy Algeria and other parts of Africa. The
men who enlisted were often outcasts and outlaws who couldn’t find their place within a quickly
industrializing Europe, and paradoxically signed up to spread that same project of “modernity”
elsewhere. A lot of them lost their minds. There were suicides and episodes of psychosis. Some
walked out into the desert and never came back. It served the project of imperialism to speak in
the figurative rather than admit that the soldiers’ roles as state-sanctioned murderers might be
feeding their insanity, and so the Legion nicknamed the affliction cafard (cockroach). As the
expression spread over the course of the 20th century, however, it returned to the more banal
meaning intended by Baudelaire, something more akin to depression than psychosis.
8

The root of the word cafard comes from the Arabic, kafir, meaning “nonbeliever,” which makes
sense: roaches shy away from the light. But in Lispector’s Passion, the protagonist’s murderous
encounter with a roach provokes a profound, almost psychedelic spiritual awakening, a
complete shattering of the protagonist’s sense of self. The novel crescendos toward a
transgressive act of surrender, or “deheroization” as she puts it, in which G.H., concluding that
she and the cockroach are made of the same living substance, scoops some of the white matter
oozing from the dying insect and eats it. “Finally, finally, my casing had really broken and without
limit I was,” she declares in an exalted state.

At its inception the encounter is tinged with fear, even rage. “It was a cockroach as old as a
fossilized fish,” says G.H.. “It was a cockroach as old as salamanders and chimeras and griffins
and leviathans. It was ancient as a legend. I looked at its mouth: there was the real mouth. I had
never seen a roach’s mouth. I in fact—I had never actually seen a cockroach. I had just been
repulsed by its ancient and ever-present existence.”

Roaches are old. They are present in 140-million-year-old fossils. Homo sapiens, by
comparison, arrived on the scene only 200,000 years ago. Roaches have survived every major
known extinction event on planet Earth, which is likely why they persist in our collective
imagination as the immortal survivors of world-ending disasters—world-ending, of course, in the
anthropocentric sense of the term. Underneath the hood of my own revulsion toward the
insects, I wonder if there is some species of envy hiding away from the light. I, too, want to
belong to a geologically lasting species, knowing full well that I do not.

With its symbolic connections to depression, colonization, and geological time scales, the roach
has become a private euphemism for my feelings of climate grief, that particular brand of grief
9

that, in an age of ecological disaster, is ever-present but unspoken. A grief that lurks behind
walls, out of sight—until a crack allows it to pass through. A grief that requires the figurative
voice, because it is too difficult to designate otherwise.

Figure 2. Sleeper, 2022. Polyurethane resin and raw pigment. 9 x 4 x 3 inches.
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Figure 3. Installation view of Sleeper in thesis exhibition, high up in a corner well above eye level,
with site-specific driftwood installation. Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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Figure 4. Installation view of Receiver in thesis exhibition, with site-specific installation of driftwood and
resin puddle, Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
Receiver, 2022. Polyurethane resin, steel, epoxy resin, soy wax, house paint, driftwood from radioactively
contaminated beach. Approx. 57 x 22 x 20 inches.
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Receiver is a freestanding sculpture of a cockroach with a resin body and legs made of
driftwood. It is dripping with wax, and one of its legs stretches several feet away like an umbilical
cord, connecting to questions of generational inheritance and invisible transmissions via bodily
fluids. But the work is an assemblage, too, of resin and wax and wood, one part of the insect
turning into something else, opening toward possibilities for metamorphosis.

~
My thesis exhibition spans three architecturally delineated sections. First, there is a large, open
space with one vast wall, a space that is unenclosed and where one might feel exposed and
vulnerable. This space leads to a second, intermediary space with an emergency exit, hinting at
the possibility of escape. Finally, an open doorway leads to an intimate, enclosed room that
offers sanctuary. Weaving together all three spaces are found pieces of driftwood, painted white
and adhered to the wall, subtle interventions that break up the architecture, soften the
delineation between interior and exterior, and may require a double take.

Figure 5. Site-specific installation of driftwood for
thesis exhibition, alongside Sinomia II,
Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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The double take—a delayed reaction to something unexpected—is a call to attentiveness, and it
is this mental space that I hope to cultivate in the viewer, so that they, too, become a scavenger,
seeking out hidden details that might be beyond their sensory reach, moments that spark
enchantment and intrigue, not just within the installation but within the discrete objects
themselves. In order to invite this level of contemplation in the paintings, I attempt to leave
vestiges of each step in my process, to leave things open as I build.

Figure 6. Installation view of thesis exhibition, Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022,
featuring, from left to right: Sinomia III, Lament, Sanative I (Rattle), Sleeper, Hourglass, Softie, and
Gargoyle.

The layers of the paintings begin thus: I wash the canvas inside the card-operated machines in
the basement of my building to remove any sizing. $1.75. It comes out wet, wrinkled, and heavy.
Upstairs I dye the canvas in my bathtub and make an unbelievable mess. The dye is black, but
the canvas never comes out black. It comes out grey, or midnight blue, or somewhere in
between. It depends on the weave and on the temperature of the water. Some days I have the
patience to boil the water in the kettle, one liter at a time, and some days I don’t. I push down

14

the canvas in the tub with some old floor tiles and leave it to soak overnight. The next day it is
rinsed and hung to dry over the tub, leaving a constellation of stains on the ceramic.

The dye is uneven, full of tie-dye patterns, which isn’t what I expected, but now they’re
there and I’ll have to move with them. They look like sea creatures, like bacteria under
the microscope. I save a few of them intact on scrap canvas, and will later make a series
of miniatures titled with the neologism Sinomia—homages to undescribed species, more
largely to the unknown.

Back at the studio I stretch the canvas on the floor; up and down my body goes,
sweating.

Dilute the bleach. Dilute it more. Then a little less. Grab the spray bottle, old take-out
containers for pouring, brushes for painting.

Figure 7. Detail of bleaching process in
the studio, Noémie Jennifer Bonnet,
2022.
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On the dyed canvas, the bleach erases and erodes. Finally, irreversibly. As if in a
photography lab, I prefer to do this part in the dark. Light cannot help me here, as the
bleach needs time to “develop.” If the former mark informs the next, it does so not
visually, but rather through the memory I have of the prior brushmark, the prior pour, the
prior spray. Each application is a blind, improvised choreography, and I think often in
these moments, during the pauses between each move, of classical Chinese literati
painting, and the scholar-painters’ reverence for embodied gesture.

I only find out what I really have the next morning, once everything has dried and the
smell of bleach no longer permeates the room. After reduction comes addition. Several
layers of clear gesso encase the dyed and bleached canvas like a milky white skin. I
stare at the canvas for a long time, scavenging for shapes, looking for movement.
Behind me is a whole history of women who waited for visions in order to make images,
and credited various sources in their making, from their subconscious to the voices of
spirits and gods: Hildegard von Bingen, Georgiana Houghton, Hilma af Klint, Leonora
Carrington, and Agnes Martin, to name a few whose names have been recorded in
Western art history books. They sought a collaboration with forces outside of themselves
or deep within themselves, and though I am no medium, I, too, believe in waiting.

Eventually I begin to paint, and always the marks tentacle out, seeking connection,
passageways, transformation. I build up the image slowly with oil paint in cool,
translucent whites and greys on top of the warmer, burnt whites of the bleach, some
layers so dilute they disappear the next day. White like emptiness, like death, like
light—things that are difficult to hold. I have a note in my studio that says, “restraint.” It is
necessary to halt the paintings mid-metamorphosis, before things become too
crystallized, before they start swimming too close to the surface of definition. I am
16

forever learning how to hold my breath in the depths. “Only when the construction fails,
can I obtain what it could not achieve,” Lispector writes.3

~
There’s an arc to the Lispector-Novey citation above that I hear reflected in so much of the more
contemporary writing that has accompanied and affected me in the last three or so years. First,
there’s an acknowledgment of limitation, impossibility, defeat. We’re on the brink of nihilism. But
the author swings back. Or swings forward, I should say, into, through, and beyond defeat. They
become curious about the defeat, find meaning in approximation, even enchantment. It’s a
life-affirming gesture.

Nature writer Charles Foster’s essay “Against Nature Writing,” published by Emergence
Magazine in 2021, follows a similar arc. “I’m losing confidence in words,” he begins. Here’s why:
Language wants to clutch, corral, and fence; to constrain, tame, and neaten the
tangled wild. And that makes the tangled wild mad as a caged wolverine. It won’t
fit inside our categories; it tramples down our fences. Footless amoeba leap over
them. Gigantic mountains creep through the invisible gaps between the bars. We
don’t like that. We like our fences. They make us feel secure. And so, what do we
do? We give up the impossible job of trying to keep the real live wild inside our
linguistic zoo, and instead exhibit pictures of the wild that we have painted
ourselves; pictures that, like most human pictures, are really of ourselves. At
least that’s what I do.4
Never mind that Foster is a writer and that I am writing, now, as a visual artist—the challenges, I
think, are similar, especially among those whose subject matter stretches beyond the human. In
his swing forward through defeat, Foster offers this as one response to the dilemma:
“acknowledge that we can’t free ourselves from language—that language is part of the web and
weave of human perception and understanding—and try to use language in a way that subverts

3

Ibid.
Foster, Charles. “Against Nature Writing,” Emergence Magazine, July 21, 2021,
https://emergencemagazine.org/essay/against-nature-writing.
4
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its colonial tendencies.” Let’s pause here. How does one subvert the colonial tendencies of
wielding a paintbrush or a bucket of resin? The answer might be: less wielding, more seeing.
See where the paint goes, where the resin wants to bubble. Meet them halfway, strive for more
collaboration than expression—emphasis on “strive.” Something like Henry David Thoreau’s
credo, “Go not to the object; let it come to you,” a credo that should not be confused with
passivity. I see it, rather, as a call for attunement, attentiveness, and experimentation.

Toward the end of the essay, Foster reflects on poetry in a way that feels relevant to all other art
forms. Poetry, he acknowledges, subverts language by infusing each word with specificity. “If we
let words do that, they never stand for long; they fizz and spark like Roman candles, and set on
fire all the words around them until the display looks like nothing the poet could ever have
devised.”

~
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Figure 8. Gargoyle (full view at left, detail at right), 2022. Dye, bleach, acrylic and oil on canvas with
found bone, epoxy resin, acrylic, driftwood and flocking, 100 x 55 inches.

The specificity of a work of art—and that of each of its component parts—can, I think, nurture a
state of heightened attention akin to the “enchantment effect” that philosopher and theorist Jane
Bennett writes about in The Enchantment of Modern Life, published in 2001. In an era of
ecological catastrophe—the monster with a thousand names and none, the hyperobject, the
unsayable—I have found this state of heightened attention to be nothing less than life-saving. It
is the anchor that fastens me to the pursuit of creative work, without which I would likely choose
to make nothing. If my work began with grief, it was not a grief that remained inert and ended
with despair. Quite the contrary: I view grief as a transformative process, and believe the
contemplation of mortality, on a personal and global scale, can catalyze feelings of aliveness,
embodiment, and receptiveness toward the world’s potential for enchantment.
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Bennett introduces her book thus (emphasis mine):
This book [...] claims both that the contemporary world retains the power to
enchant humans and that humans can cultivate themselves so as to experience
more of that effect. Enchantment is something that we encounter, that hits us, but
it is also a comportment that can be fostered through deliberate strategies. One
of those strategies might be to give greater expression to the sense of play,
another to hone sensory receptivity to the marvelous specificity of things.
[...]
In the cultural narrative of disenchantment, the prospects for loving life—or
saying “yes” to the world—are not good. What’s to love about an alienated
existence on a dead planet? If, under the sway of this tale, one does encounter
events or entities that provoke joyful attachment, the mood is likely to pass
without comment and thus without more substantial embodiment. The
disenchantment tale does reserve a divine space for enchantment; in my
alter-tale, even secular life houses extraordinary goings-on.5

Figure 9. Sanative II (Frisson), 2022. Burlap,
thread, gesso, raw pigment, polyurethane
resin, epoxy resin. 13 x 11 x 3 inches.

5

Bennett, Jane. The Enchantment of Modern Life: Attachments, Crossings, and Ethics (United Kingdom: Princeton
University Press, 2001), 4.
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I appreciate the manner in which Bennett connects enchantment to embodiment. In order to feel
kinship with all that is outside of me, I must feel my own body first, recognize my own materiality.

In the Sanative series, I sew two burlap sacks together and pull at their threads. As I apply paint
to the ensemble, the threads curl and fuse together (initially a found accident). The assemblage
begins to look like a spine, connected to muscle or connective tissue. I encase these in resin
and frame them ornately, like objects of devotion, a devotion to embodiment and interoception,
namely, the perception of sensations inside the body.

The word spine dates back to the 1400s, from Old French espine meaning “thorn, prickle.” In
plant morphology, thorns and spines serve a protective function. The spines present on some
insect legs, on the other hand, receive rather than repel, providing the insect with sensory
information on their surroundings.

The word sanative, now archaic, means healing. What ailments might these objects address?
An alienation from one’s body, perhaps, and from that of other bodies—be they plant, animal, or
something else.

21

Figure 10 (left). Sanative III (Quiver), 2022. Burlap, thread, gesso, raw pigment, charcoal, polyurethane
resin, epoxy resin. 22 x 12 x 3 inches.
Figure 11 (right). Sanative I (Rattle), 2022. Burlap, thread, gesso, raw pigment, polyurethane resin,
epoxy resin. 10.5 x 12 x 2 inches.

I have been inspired, in recent years, by several contemporary projects that adopt a spiritual
visual language in order to address corporeal fragility and resilience, among them Guadalupe
Maravilla’s series of Disease Throwers, large sculptures made of natural and human-made
materials whose gongs can be activated in order to provoke healing vibrations in the body.
Janine Antoni’s I am fertile ground, presented in the catacombs of Green-Wood Cemetery in
Brooklyn in 2019, is another. Photographs of various bodily gestures, inspired by the artist’s
dance practice and its ability to summon unconscious memories, are framed like religious icons.
Their gilded frames honor the shapes of the bones that are present, though veiled behind skin,
in the photograph.

~
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In her much more well-known book Vibrant Matter, which came out nine years after
Enchantment in 2010, Bennett expounds on this notion of joy as an appreciation of the
vibrancy, or thing-power, of all matter. She writes: “Such a newfound attentiveness to
matter and its powers will not solve the problem of human exploitation or oppression, but
it can inspire a greater sense of the extent to which all bodies are kin in the sense of
inextricably enmeshed in a dense network of relations. And in a knotted world of vibrant
matter, to harm one section of the web may very well be to harm oneself.”6 The book
concludes with a kind of creed for vital materialists: “I believe it is wrong to deny vitality
to nonhuman bodies, forces, and forms, and that a careful course of
anthropomorphization can help reveal that vitality. [...] I believe that encounters with
lively matter can chasten my fantasies of human mastery, highlight the common
materiality of all that is, expose a wider distribution of agency, and reshape the self and
its interests.”7

I hear echoes between Bennett, Foster, and Lispector. Their travels all seem to take
them to a secular-sacred space, one that can’t be described comfortably in words, where
the boundaries of the self get reorganized. Foster leaves the nomenclature to us (“you
can call it faith or grace if you want”); Lispector’s protagonist goes mute and graphic
(“——————”).

6
7

Bennett, Jane. Vibrant Matter: A Political Ecology of Things (United Kingdom: Duke University Press, 2010), 13.
Ibid, 122.
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Figure 12. Installation view of thesis exhibition (entrance towards third room with Timekeepers
and Husk), Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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~
The small, intimate room at the end of my thesis installation is accessed through a doorway
flanked with two roach guardians, each holding a candle; they are the Timekeepers. Inside, a
single painting, Husk, hangs on a dark wall. The painting began like the others, with dye and
bleach, but eventually the oil paint covered all prior layers, and so the painting is like a body: its
internal world remains unseen. Tucked in a corner of the room, a small bench invites prolonged
contemplation with sonic accompaniment. You Are Years Old, a four-minute sound piece, plays
on loop via a pair of headphones modified with a found bone that points upward.

Figure 13. Installation view of thesis exhibition (inside third room with Husk, Sinomia I, and headphones
playing You Are Years Old), Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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Deleuze and Guattari theorized that refrains—repetitive sounds like chants—have a sheltering
effect. The refrain organizes space, pushing disorder aside: “The forces of chaos are kept
outside. [...] This involves an activity of selection, elimination and extraction…a wall of sound.”8 I
harness the sensory effects of repetition in You Are Years Old, in which a chorus of voices
speaking slightly out of unison—all my own, but each their own—invite the listener to picture
themselves at various ages that fall both within, and well outside of, a human life span (from one
second old to 1.4 billion years old). Below is a transcript:

Figure 14. Transcript of
the chorus of voices in
You Are Years Old
(2021-22, mp3, 4
minutes 10 seconds).

8

Guattari, Félix., Deleuze, Gilles. A Thousand Plateaus: Capitalism and Schizophrenia (United Kingdom: University
of Minnesota Press, 1987), 311.
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While the beginning and end of the piece borrow from the format of guided meditations,
prompting the listener to breathe, the intended effect of the piece is not pure relaxation.
Indeed, Deleuze and Guattari postulate that the refrain has an additional side effect that
shakes the foundations of the shelter. I will use Jane Bennett’s summary of this
secondary effect here:
The effects of the refrain do not end with this comforting organization. For even
as the refrain is building up a little house, it is also making overtures towards the
no man’s land—the not exclusively human land—beyond it…a slight twinge or tic
of dissonance. The refrain tosses a note or two into the uncharted territory
beyond the wall that it has just built… Although the home formed via the refrain
has a certain stability to it, that stability is, like that of the sounds—and the
cosmos—vibratory… In other words, even the home locale is alive with
movement and change—and how could it not be, given the shimmering,
shimmying quality of its sounds (indeed, of the energetic onto-matter of the
world)?9
It is the vibratory, transformational potential of the refrain that is meant to shake the
listener’s sense of self in You Are Years Old—an effect that I hope echoes throughout all
of my work.
~
In my thesis exhibition I presented paintings, sculptural works, and a sound piece.
Together they offer a shifting spectrum of sensory experiences, designed to evoke a
heightened awareness of the power of slowing down. While the paintings are anchors for
contemplation, perhaps even transportation towards an ethereal space, the materially
driven sculptural works elicit a visceral reaction. The sound work, meanwhile, directly
enters the listener’s body through vibration.

Here’s to falling back on our senses.

9

Bennett, Enchantment, 166.
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Page 31, Image 2. Softie, 2022.
Page 32, Image 3. Hourglass, 2022.
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Page 34, Image 5. Installation view of thesis exhibition (emergency exit space).
Page 35, Image 6. Timekeepers, 2021-22.
Page 36, Image 7. Husk, 2022.
Page 37, Image 8. Installation view of thesis exhibition with Sinomia I and headphones playing
You Are Years Old.
Page 38, Image 9. Sinomia I, 2022.
Page 39, Image 10. Installation view of thesis exhibition with Lost Tongue, Sanative III and
site-specific installation with driftwood and epoxy resin.
Page 40, Image 11. Installation view of Lost Tongue in thesis exhibition.
Page 41, Image 11. Sinomia II, 2022.
Page 42, Image 12. Sinomia III, 2022.
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Additional Images

Image 1. Gargoyle, 2022. Dye, bleach, acrylic and oil on canvas with found bone, epoxy resin, acrylic,
driftwood and flocking, 100 x 55 inches.
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Image 2. Softie, 2022. Dye, bleach, acrylic and oil on canvas. 19 x 15 inches.
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Image 3. Hourglass, 2022. Dye, bleach, acrylic and oil on canvas. 74 x 48 inches.
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Image 4. Lament (Please Let’s Go Back to the Start), 2022. Dye, bleach, acrylic and oil on canvas. 74 x
48 inches.
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Image 5. Installation view of thesis exhibition (emergency exit space with site-specific driftwood
installation), Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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Image 6. Timekeepers, 2021-22. Polyurethane resin, epoxy resin, soy wax, cotton, house paint, steel,
and found driftwood from radioactively contaminated beach. Pair, each 16 x 3 x 4 inches.
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Image 7. Husk, 2022. Dye, bleach, acrylic and oil on canvas. 80 x 30 inches.
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Image 8. Installation view of thesis exhibition with Sinomia I (2022, dye, acrylic and oil on canvas with
epoxy resin frame, 9.75 x 2.75 inches) and headphones with found bone playing You Are Years Old
(2021-22, mp3, 4 minutes 10 seconds), Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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Image 9. Sinomia I, 2022. Dye, acrylic and oil on canvas with epoxy resin frame. 9.75 x 2.75 x 1 inches.
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Image 10. Installation view of thesis exhibition with Lost Tongue, Sanative III and site-specific installation
with driftwood and epoxy resin, Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
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Image 11. Installation view of Lost Tongue in thesis exhibition, showing shadows,
Noémie Jennifer Bonnet, March 30–April 9, 2022.
Lost Tongue, 2022. Burlap, thread, driftwood, found animal skull fragment, epoxy resin, polyurethane
sealant, gesso, house paint. 70 x 28 x 4 inches.
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Image 12. Sinomia II, 2022. Dye, acrylic and oil on canvas with epoxy resin frame. 11 x 3 x 1.5 inches.
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Image 13. Sinomia III, 2022. Dye, acrylic and oil on canvas with epoxy resin frame. 10 x 5.5 x 1 inches.
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